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THE UMBRELLA 



By 

John Osgood 



THE death of Jeb Hep- 
burn presented several 
unusual aspects. And not 
the least of these was the 
umbrella. 

When the body of the re- 
tired farmer was found in 
the ravine not far from the 
farmhouse, his lifeless fin- 
gers still clutched the shaft 
of his strong, black umbrel- 
la, closed and buttoned. 

It seemed odd that a man 
should fall seventy-five feet 
to a sudden and rocky death, 
and hold on to a useless ob- 
ject like an umbrella all the 
way. 

£jjklt was more than odd, de- 
t^Vded Hackamore County 
Sheriff Ed McMasters. It 
was downright exasperating. 
Old Hepburn had undoubt- 
edly fallen from the road to 
the bottom of the ravine. 
The marks on him, and on 
the cliff side, showed that 
clearly. Yet if he hadn't car- 
ried that umbrella down 
with him, how did it get into 
his hands? He must have 
fallen with it. 

Yet if so, it didn't seem 
right somehow to Sheriff 
McMasters. "Not natural," 
as he later told the County 
D.A., Fred Bothwell. "A 
falling man instinctively 
uses both hands to try to 
save himself. He doesn't 
hang on to a useless object 
like an umbrella for no rea- 
son at all." 

But that was later, after 
the awful, yet ridiculously 
obvious answer to it all had 
become crystal clear. Right 
now the situation was as 
murky and as irritating to 
fflghe senses as Hackamore 
VBwamp at midnight. Sheriff 
McMasters sighed noiseless- 




ly and rose to his full six 
feet two from the steps of 
the farmhouse where he had 
been sitting alone. 

The three other members 
of the Hepburn household 
were inside the house where 
he had told them to wait be- 
cause he wanted to question 
each of them. He presumed 
they were ready now and 
had sufficiently recovered 
from the shock of the old 
man's death to be able to 
give coherent answers. He 
opened the screen door of 
the porch and stepped 
through the doorway. 

As he did, the thought oc- 
curred to Sheriff McMasters 
that maybe one. of the three 
people inside didn't need any 
time to get ready for any 
questioning, or to recover 
from any shock. Maybe one 
of them hadn't been shocked 
by the finding of the body at 
all. Maybe one of them . . , 

Sheriff McMasters' blue 
eyes grew pale and cold 
as the dawn sky. The pres- 
ence, or even the possibility 
of murder always made a 
hard and implacable man 
out of the ordinarily easy- 
going lawman. The silhou- 
ette of his jaw was a harsh, 
straight line as he entered 
the living room of the farm- 
house and found himself fac- 
ing the three surviving 
members of the Hepburn 
clan. 

'THERE was Alvin Hep- 
burn, tall and spare, and 
possessed of the thin, almost 
lipless Hepburn mouth. And 
Mary, his twin sister, and 
his female counterpart. Both 
rock-hard of body and mind. 
McMasters got the impres- 



sion facing-'them that either 
of these two could kill if 
given sufficient reason. Then 
there was Jay Hepburn, an- 
other type entirely. Jay was 
a stepson of the old man. 
Handsome and tempestuous, 
with flashing black eyes and 
unruly hair. He too could 
commit violence, thought 
the brooding Sheriff, if his 
temper got the better of him. 

He questioned the woman 
first. Mary Hepburn's face 
was drawn but her eyes 
were dry. She seemed com- 
pletely in control of herself. 
The Sheriff's quiet drawl 
sounded overloud in the big, 
silent room. 

"You were the one who 
found your father, weren't 1 
you, Mary?" 

She nodded. "I heard Ty- 
rus. Father's dog, howling. 
I went over to the ravine 
and down a-ways and then 
I saw him. I— I called for 
help then." 

"What time was that?" 
"Ten after four. I remem- 
ber the time because for 
some reason I looked at my 
watch just then. I don't 
know why." 

"Your father usually left 
for the village at three- 
thirty, d'dn't he?" 

"Yes, to pick up mail and 
such like. He always drove 
the rig by himself like he did 
today." 

"Did you see him go to- 
day, Mary?" 

"No, I was in the kitchen 
when he left. It's in back of 
the house." 

The Sheriff was sucking 
on a straw. It was a habit 
of his when thinking. Now, 
he bit a piece of straw off 
and spat it out reflectively. 



Then he turned to Alvin 
Hepburn who had remained 
silent all the while. His 
story was similar to his 
sister's. He had been work- 
ing in the fields alone and 
hadn't seen his father leave. 
He had been aroused from 
his work by Mary's cry at 
ten minutes past four or 
thereabouts. Then he had 
gone down into the ravine 
and, together with Jay, had 
carried back their father's 
body. 

"Did your father usually 
carry an umbrella with him 
when he drove to town, Al- 
vin?" the Sheriff inquired 
slowly when the blond man's 
account of his movements 
was finished. 

"If he thought it might 
rain," Alvin said. "He al- 
ways took it with him." 

"Did he take it with him 
today, Alvin?" 

"Why. he must have! He 
had it with him, didn't he?" 

"That's not what I asked 
you!" said McMasters with 
. sudden harshness. "I asked 
you did he take it with 
' him?" 

Alvin's gaze narrowed 
crossly. "How should I 
know," he snapped out. "I 
didn't see him go." 

The Sheriff regarded the 
■ blond man calmly for a mo- 
ment, then, still biting his 
straw, he turned to the last 
member of the trio, young 
Jay Hepburn. McMasters al- 
ready knew a bit about old 
Hepburn's stepson. The boy 
had left home for the big 
city five years ago and had 
remained away all that time. 
Then, suddenly, a month 
ago he had popped up at his 
father's house again, broke 
and without a job. As a kid 
he had been pretty wild, but 
no one in the area knew 
much about him now. 

WAY HEPBURN'S story 
was about the same as 
the other two, with one 
rather important exception. 
He had been working in the 



barn when old Hepburn 
drove the rig out of the gate 
and he had seen his father 
go. And he had noticed the 
umbrella on the rig. His 
father had taken it. 

"You saw the umbrella. 
Jay?" Sheriff McMasters 
asked with pleased surprise. 

"Sure. It was in the iron 
ring alongside the rig seat 
where he always kept it, I 
saw it." 

"Alongside the rig seat in 
the iron ring!" The pleasure 
of the lawman seemed to 
grow by leaps and bounds 
as he regarded the other. 
"You're sure of that. Jay?" 

The other's gaze clouded. 
"Of course I am!" he snarl- 
ed. "What's wrong with 
you?" 

"Nothing, son," the Sheriff 
said in a dead calm voice. 
"But you're lying. I've got 
a pretty good idea of what 
happened now. So listen 
while I tell it to you." 

Jay' Hepburn's face was 
white. But he did not move 
or open his lips while the 
Sheriff spoke. "You were in 
the barn all right. And you 
saw your father go. But 
after that you didn't stay in 
the barn. You got out the 
back way, fast. You cut 
across the strip of woods to 
where the road skirts the 
ravine. There the rig had to 
go slow, and you jumped it. 
You hit old Hepburn over 
the head with the umbrella 
— that you carried with you. 
After you hit him. and just 
as he was falling out of the 
f'g. he grabbed the umbrella 
from you! Your blow only 
stunned him but the fall did 
the rest — as you'd planned." 

"You — you're crazy!" Jay 
Hepburn shot out between 
■ clenched teeth. 

The Sheriff ignored the 
ejaculation. "Your motive 
was revenge. Jay. Your step- 
father had cut you out 
of his will, and that had 
made you mad. I learned 
about the will an hour ago 
from Mary here." 

"You're trying to railroad 



me, you hick!" Jay Hepb 
shouted. Veins stood out on 
his neck like thick cords. 
Suddenly he struck out, a 
terrible rightbanded blow 
that would have driven his 
lanky antagonist uncon- 
scious had it landed. But it 
didn't land, for even before 
Jay Hepburn's clenched fist 
started to move, the Sheriff's 
arm was in motion. A gran- 
ite fist struck the younger 
man Hush on the jaw. Lights 
blazed in his brain, and 
when he came to there were 
handcuffs on his wrists. 

«WT wasn't a hard case 
after I realized what 
the real problem was," the 
Sheriff told Fred Bothwell. 
the D.A., later, after a night 
of hard questioning had 
brought a full confession 
from the recalcitrant step- 
son. "The real problem 
wasn't how old Hepburn had 
happened to fall into the. 
ravine holding on to the V ~ 
brella! That could have be 
because he was dead before 
he fell. A dead, or dying man 
will hold on to something 
with unbelievable tenacity. 
But the real problem was 
how that umbrella got to the 
scene at all ! Because I knew 
Hepburn hadn't taken it 
with him! When Jay lied 
about that to cover up his 
crime, he played right into 
my hands!" 

"But I don't see how you. 
knew that," muttered the 
puzzled D A. 

McMasters smiled grimly. 
"Jay called me a hick, Fred. 
Well, I am. , But hicks know 
things too: such as the fact 
that there was a prevailing 
south wind all day yester- 
day. Hepburn took his um- 
brella with him only when 
he thought it might rain. 
But he couldn't have thought 
it might rain yesterday. 
Fred! Because every farmer 
in Hackamore County knows 
that a south wind means 
positively no rain!" 

THE END 
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NICE WORK, SWIFTY. I 
TOLD TDU *P-F" CANVAS 
SHOES WOULD GIVE YOU 
EXTRA STAYING POWER 



THANKS FOR 
THE TIP, MR. WISE. 
MY LEGS NEVER 
FELT TIREP AT 
ALL.'P-F'SURE 
MAKES A 
DIFFERENCE I 




1. TH1S RISIP WECSE KEEPS 
THE BONES OF THE FOOT 
IN THEIR NATURAL, 
NORMAL POSITION. 

2. THIS SPONGE RUBBER 
CUSHION ASSURES 
COMFORT FOR THE 
SENSITIVE AREA 
OF THE FOOT. 
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MEANS POSTURE FOUNDATION... A PATENTEP 
FEATURE FOUNO ONLY IN CANVAS SHOES 
MADE BY 
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Good Pun I It's a good ofd American custom,- to relax with the gang and 
enfoy a tempting Baby Ruth bar. The minute you bite into 
that chewy, delicious candy, you know it's the best you can buy. 

Good Pood • You need lots of energy to keep up with the team. Baby Ruth 
condy is rich in dextrose, the sugar your body uses directly for 
energy . , , contains other vital ingredients, too. 
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